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Her village plundered, Awiah was taken away, 

As wife to bold Tahmahs, the victor on that day. 
Yet her heart yearned for Sitana, of her own tribe. 
In the heat of the battle, she was certain he died. 


But Sitana alone survived slaughter and pillage, 
And followed the trail to Tahmahs' far village. 
There he found Awiah, but could not prevent, 

As she was summoned, unwilling, to Tahmahs' tent. 


As night fell Awiah appeared, knife by her side, 
Tahmahs lay dead, she would not be his bride. 
In that darkest of nights came Sitana so fair, 
To lead Awiah away from this tribe and its lair. 


They found sacred ground, where none would pursue. 
There a phantom appeared, as atonement was due. 
But spirit led lovers to a long-hidden place, 

A much better land, where their hearts could embrace. 


Proud mountains rise, they have their day, 
Ere wind and rain come into play. 

Rock wears and it breaks, begins to fall, 

As gravel and sand replace each granite wall. 


Down raging rivers these sediments flow, 
Ever falling, to plains far below. 

Still breaking down, to mud, silt and clay, 
As they settle down, to fill every bay. 


Here, at the bottom, they come to their rest, 

As later flows come, submerged and compressed. 
Over long ages these become layered rock, 

More durable now, of a hardier stock. 


But this, alas, does not end our tale, 

For each bottomland rises, as if by some spell, 
Until once again proud mountains stand, 
Having their day before they turn into sand. 


In barren lands vast, and ever so wild, 

Nomads lived on their own, even women with child. 
A world of dust and oft' blinding sun, 

Where water was scarce, shade little to none. 


In tents made and carried, they bedded on sand, 
Life's challenges met by each roving band. 

With none of our comforts, but necessities found, 
They eked out a living from things all around. 


In season they roamed, crossing deserts afar, 

To find their own way, by each mountain or star. 
Though food might be scarce, so hard to find, 

They knew each source of water, according to kind. 


Living only in places that no one else claimed, 

Far from the cities, their lives still untamed. 

On scorching days they sought shade, with all intent, 
But in their encampment, at peace and content. 


Three revolutions came in my grandfathers' time, 
Each one foreboding, each one sublime. 

First moving machines, tractors and cars, 

Ended small farms, brought us traffic and wars. 


A second revolution, electrification, 

Made living at home an unending vacation. 

The third revolution, with airways transmission, 
Brought us pictures and sound, with no remission. 


Three more revolutions, our grandfathers missed all, 
First, an army of computers to decide every call. 
Then the internet space, with a power so wide, 

A place for our children, where most now reside. 


Third, the rise of the intelligent machine, 
Not artificial at all, but the real thing. 

First used for profit or trade, to think faster, 
Emerging now as our friend, or our master. 


My story is this: That a young man did tell, 

A tale of a small lad who lived in a shell. 

With a degree of excitement, and nary a dread, 
He spoke of this lad and this much he said: 


"Now this lad in the shell, to learn was his need, 
So he found a small book, and he started to read. 
He read of a kingdom, far over the sea, 

Where people were large, far larger than he. 


In that kingdom, the people also liked stories, 
Mostly their own lives, and all of their glories. 
But one day a stranger appeared, and they heard 
A tale so bizarre, they forgot not a word. 


They learned of a minstrel who wandered the land, 
Reading a tale from the book of a decrepit old man, 
And this old man's story: That a young man did tell, 
A tale of a small lad who lived in a shell." 


This is a strange story, but one I must tell, 
About a mouse, a tomcat, and one golden bell. 
The master, you see, was so hard of sight, 
That he used the cat's bell to find him at night. 


But the mouse, he knew the ring of that cat. 
And he always fled, from where he was at. 

The cat, realizing the depth of his plight, 
Removed that loud bell as he hunted one night. 


But master, not hearing the sound of that bell, 
Put his trash outside, and the tomcat as well. 
Not hearing the sound of a prowling cat, 
Mouse had a great feast, the feast of a rat. 


Mouse chewed on the boxes, for barley, and wheat, 
He found every tidbit that master could eat. 

And when he finally found cat's golden bell, 

Well, that's a new story, one day I will tell. 


A Mien in 


= 
bes 


EEANN 


» 


ND 


Ws 
= 


EP 


4 
=r 


wD) 


a» 8 
ATD 


For some, mathematics is just too hard to learn, 
A subject imposing, or a troub'ling concern. 

But looking up close, a simple thought rings, 
That math is really just the counting of things. 


We add number to stones in a basket, if any, 

Then answer one question, and that is how many. 
Multiplication or exponents, not different hunches, 
Just ways to add things up, here by the bunches. 


Division, just our way to settle the score, 
When we must share with two people, or more. 
Is the fraction a concept much harder to try? 
It's really just counting our pieces of pie. 


If we need more precision to measure a distance, 

We count smaller units, to apply to each instance. 

To determine our speed, we compare distance with time, 
The essence of functions, as they are defined. 


Good intentions are often just a guise, 
Narcissism of a fool, or a politician's lies. 
Unchecked by reason, they oft' lead to pain, 
With devastating consequences that remain. 


For good intentions alone, not enough, 

They may seem pure, but more likely a bluff. 
As the wise ones tell us, talk is cheap, 

If we act on those words, we may surely weep. 


A fool is one who believes in his lies, 

Like self-adulation or sweet lullabies. 

Filled with self-praise for thoughts so kind, 

But with no responsibility for events that unwind. 


Slick politicians will promise, oft' changed, 
Their policies misguided, and actions deranged. 
Good intentions are the principal tools, 
Whereby they gain support from their fools. 


In far Barcelona stand many sights, 
Marvels of architecture, and true delights. 
The creations of Gaudi, ahead of his time, 
His buildings, his ideas, truly sublime. 


Inspired by nature, Gaudi sought to blend 
Organic shapes with structures that transcend. 
The norms of his time, he dared violate, 

His works still stand tall, to this very date. 


The Casa Batlló, a residence so unique, 

With a dragon-like roof, as if legends can speak. 
Casa Mila, the stone waves of the ocean, 

With chimneys like soldiers, as if in motion. 


In curves and in shapes, this genius shined. 
His love for his city, forever entwined. 
Gaudi's legacy, a gift to the world, 

A reminder to embrace creativity, unfurled. 


Each temple sacred, majestic and so grand, 
Long ago was crafted, by our human hands. 
From stone and by wood, they rise up so high, 
As eternal bridges between our earth and sky. 


There the faithful gather, with quiet reverence, 
To pray, and to seek, divine benevolence. 

As they step inside, they can feel the weight 
Of history and faith, in a holier estate. 


The scent of incense may waft through temple air. 
The flickering of candles, or a tranquil prayer, 

or the sound of chanting, all a soothing balm, 
Intended for a soul in need of deepest calm. 


The walls of each temple, oft' adorned with art, 
Tapestries of ancient dreams, in each and every part. 
Reflections of eternal hope, from those who came before. 
Only with reverence do we enter, through an open door. 
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The Earth revolves, and an apple will fall, 
Newton gave us one formula to calculate all. 
Mass pulling mass, at any distance, 

Across empty space, with no resistance. 


But even Sir Isaac found fault with this fact. 
Without a connection, his force could not act. 
Unable to fathom a mystery so great, 

He left it for Einstein, at a much later date. 


Leaving Euclid's geometry far behind, 

Einstein found curved space, with no straight line. 
Each object with mass, with no visible trace, 

Bent all lines of inertia in surrounding space. 


By Einstein's theory we must drop the conclusion, 
That our weight pulls us down, just an illusion. 
Instead, Earth draws in each line of our course, 
And then pushes us up with electrical force. 
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In prehistoric times, in our long and distant past, 
We all belonged to Africa, a continent so vast. 
Our first steps were taken, only in that place, 
The great homeland of the entire human race. 


There live descendants, of those who stayed behind, 
As others ventured forth, different lands to find. 
Wandering near or far, all shared a common quest, 
To serve the tribe and, thereby, to survive the best. 


For many generations, all these peoples have evolved, 
Through change or adaptation, by survival yet resolved. 
Now we are so many, with more diversity, 

So many branches of our kind, as all can clearly see. 


Although the lands now occupied span the ends of Earth, 
Most branches remain in Africa, our continent of birth. 
With time and population, gene diversity is increased. 
Africa is most diverse, where our habitation never ceased. 
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Amidst the trees of ancient lore, 

Lie creatures feared forevermore. 

Their scales like jewels, their eyes aglow, 
Fierce beasts of legend, our children know. 


These dragons, from the forest deep, 
Bring secrets locked in slumber's keep. 
High in the sky, like some great kite, 
Or a fearsome fire, burning bright. 


Enchanted remnants of our past, 

When myth ruled all, and spells were cast. 
Symbols drawn from fear and fright, 

Or paragons of power and might. 


Strange shapes emerge, from the power of mind 
To create great beings, that dreams can find, 

In a time of heroes, quests and woes, 

When dragons lurked and kingdoms rose. 
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Below lie deep caverns, where hidden rivers flow, 

A place hard to find, lit but by lantern's glow. 

Down long, dark corridors, where only brave can go, 
There to find great chambers, sculpted by stalactites' flow. 


In these caverns, so very great and grand, 

An underworld discovered, then seeming to expand. 
Where come faint echoes, of Demeter's fair daughter, 
As they can be heard, in every drop of water. 


Where Hades claimed unwilling bride, only by his will, 
These caves remain so cold and dark, mostly very still, 
But some, still drawn to underworld's lure, 

Find their way down, to where darkness doth endure. 


Like Persephone, we must climb up from the deep, 
Where darkest nights once made that fair maiden weep. 
To the world far above, a garden green and bright, 

Filled with life, and love, and joy, for our Earthly delight. 
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Along quiet waterways, live people of the marsh, 

Far back in the reeds, in a place that seems so harsh. 
They sleep on elevated platforms, or anything that floats, 
And, most strange of all, name their children after boats. 


Harvest Gale and Jolly Belle, of two friends the best, 
Gave their parents misery, as patience they did test. 
Their story is a long one, but here I give the gist. 

One morning, at break of dawn, they vanished in the mist. 


Now that marsh was very wide, impossible to search, 

But parents still set out in boats, shouting out these words: 
"Harvest Gale, Jolly Belle, tell us where you hide. 

At home are waiting cherry cakes, if you but come inside." 


Sweet cherry cakes are one thing, marsh people can't resist, 
So as these words were spoken, our two children did desist. 
Their boat did glide so swiftly, as the mist it did depart, 
And so they came to their reward, a delicious cherry tart. 
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As we build our machines, each with greater might, 
Our creations become our single source of light. 
They dazzle us, with all their wondrous powers, 

As they promise us freedom, for our waking hours. 


We seek to make our lives even more efficient, 
With every new invention, yet more proficient. 

As machines grow ever more sophisticated, 

We marvel at the many things that they've created. 


But as we pursue this relentless quest, 

We must ask whether this is really for the best. 
The end game of our invention may be very near. 
With this comes a future that we must surely fear. 


Is there still time to take care as we forge ahead, 
To weigh the risks that come with each new tread? 
Or is dominion, by machines that we create, 
Already our destiny, our last and proven fate? 
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In kitchens both great and small 
We find an art that feeds us all, 
The art of food preparation, 

A craft that lives in every nation. 


From chopping and slicing with precision, 

To mixing ingredients with measured decision, 
Every step becomes a lilting dance with food, 
Guided by the chef's creative attitude. 


Here labor of love is the inspiration, 

For each canvas of our culinary creation. 
Colors and textures blend with grace, 

As flavors combine in harmonious embrace. 


The sizzle of a pan, the bubbling of a pot, 
Sounds that make our mouths water a lot. 
Aromas that fill the air with delight, 

As we eagerly await our first bite. 
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Amidst the clamor of the crowd, 

A chorus of voices echoes loud, 

Each one insisting on their own way, 
Their own beliefs, come what may. 


But what if they can never agree, 

On what is right, what ought to be? 

If they will not negotiate, 

Then violence and strife may be their fate. 


Some refuse to hear a different voice, 

But dismiss all opinion not of their choice. 

They demand their own, but never learn to respect, 
The right to disagree, this they reject. 


Without a willingness to sometimes concede, 
Or recognize that others may, indeed, 

Have valid points and truths to tell, 

Conflict and chaos will surely swell. 
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In a mirror left is right, or up is down, 

Yet this cannot change smile to frown. 

For in the mirror world, familiar yet strange, 
Some, but not all, things rearrange. 


Ancients marveled at each reflection, 
Always seen in an expected direction. 
As Newton explained, just motes in motion, 
But Huygens saw waves in a cosmic ocean. 


Einstein would later the mote resurrect, 

As photons, released by photoelectric effect. 
Yet with both wavelength, and frequency, 
Much as we observe in the waves of the sea. 


Quantum mechanics has a stranger view, 

And we must consider the mirror anew. 

For each photon travels in all directions, 

And only superposition can explain the reflections. 
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In modern times we often forget, 

The wisdom that comes with years well met, 
For in our rush to move ahead, 

We neglect the lessons of those long led. 


Our elders, once revered and prized, 

Are now oft’ removed, or simply despised. 
In a world of youth, and quick success, 
Their wisdom lost, a tragic regress. 


We seek the new, the modern and fast, 

And in doing so, we forget the past, 

The knowledge gained, through trials and time, 
The priceless lessons, of elders' chime. 


For in their wisdom, lies a truth, 

A knowledge that comes from living proof, 

Of things we've lost, and things we've gained, 
A guide to life, a light unchained. 
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Puppets and dolls, oh what a sight, 

Bring joy and wonder, or child's delight. 

Much more than just toys for children who sleep, 
But friends and confidants, as secrets they keep. 


All can admire their soft, friendly faces, 

Or the way they can hug, their warm embraces. 
As puppets on strings, they may come alive, 
Their stories unfold, and new worlds arrive. 


There once was a child with two toys so fine, 
One a maid with long hair, one a jester divine. 
As this child grew, they were lost in time's well, 
In a deep, dark abyss, like some forgotten spell. 


Yet, from time to time, a memory may flash, 

From a childhood so distant, long lost in the ash. 
And those playtime friends from our distant youth, 
Then return in a vision, as a child-like truth. 
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In the mirror, we see a human form, 

So wondrous and captivating it seems, 
The curves, the lines, the shape, the norm, 
All surely a masterpiece of our dreams. 


We marvel at the beauty we possess, 
As we stand tall, with pride and grace, 
Our bodies a work of art, no less, 

A symbol of strength, in a mortal race. 


But look beyond this surface sheen, 

And you'll find a world of possibilities, unseen, 
For the human form is just one of many, 

A mere snapshot from nature's endless symphony. 


For beauty is not something we can claim, 
Or own, or define, or even tame, 

It's a fleeting moment in an endless dance, 
A celebration of life's ever-changing expanse. 
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Once upon a time, in a forest deep, 

Lived tree spirits who there would sleep, 
And dream of lives beyond their bark, 
Where human joys and journeys embark. 


One summer night, in a thunderstorm, 
A spirit named Oak took human form. 
He found a human village fair, 

And lived among them, without a care. 


But when autumn leaves began to fall, 
He knew he had to leave it all. 

So back to the forest he did go, 

And shared his tale with Willow and Sloe, 


Then one by one, each took their turn, 
To live as humans, and to learn, 

Of love and loss, of joy and pain, 

And all that humans could attain. 
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In a realm of secrets and shadows deep, 
Where arcane arts and knowledge sleep, 
The illuminated ones do there abide, 
Wise and ancient, but still they hide. 


In secret grove and starlit glade, 

They make their home in quiet shade. 
They are the beings of light and power, 
Their very essence a brilliant flower. 


With golden glow and knowing eyes, 
Their sight doth pierce our veil of lies, 
They speak in tongues of distant time, 
Few words yet magic, so sublime. 


Immortal and wise, they are the seers, 
Guarding wisdom through all the years. 
They know the things that we ignore, 
Their power vast and evermore. 
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On a rocky sea coast, where wild waves crash, 
Lived a people of legend, known as the Kumash. 
Their eyes shone, with light of the sea, 

And their songs carried the ocean's melody. 


Their homes were carved on a rocky shore, 
Adorned with treasures from the ocean floor, 
For bowls and cups they used great sea shells, 
And their laughter echoed, like ocean's spells. 


One day, a great storm came from the west, 
Great ocean was raging, in its furious unrest. 
The people of the sea knew what to do, 

For they were masters of the ocean's hue. 


Their voices carried over the sea's loud roar, 
With their songs, sea magic, they did implore. 
And when storms passed, and the sea was calm, 
People of the sea sang a grateful psalm. 
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Where waves crash against the shore, 
And rocks stand proud and strong, 
There lies a boundary, not so wide, 
Where land and sea, at war, collide. 


The pounding waves yield to hard rock, 
And yet they take a toll, 

As every wave brings home a shock, 
And rocks begin to roll. 


The ocean's roar a constant sound, 

A reminder of its power, 

Rocks try to hold their fragile ground, 
Through waves' bold, crashing shower. 


The line of battle moves, up and down, 
An endless dance of sun and moon, 

At times a rising sea will drown, 

Then it falls back, as land rebounds. 


In the vast expanse of space we roam, 
A speck of life, our only home. 

With movement steady, we travel far, 
Inertial path, around one guiding star. 


In this journey through void of space, 
The Earth is not a quiet place. 

But, like some kind of spinning top, 
Spins round and round, it does not stop. 


Great sea currents, warm and cold, 
Move oceans deep, from pole to pole. 
On land and sea, strong winds oft' blow, 
As rivers carve the rocks below. 


And deep within Earth's molten core, 
A fire burns, forevermore. 

On this great furnace, mountains ride, 
Forged in the depths, as lands collide. 
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As an object falls toward a body with mass, 
Its motion in space begins to accelerate fast, 
But its motion in time begins to slow, 

As gravity's grip tightens and takes control. 


This may seem paradoxical, or hard to believe, 
That motion in space and time interweave, 

But the notion of spacetime is now our conception, 
To explain how gravity affects our perception. 


In spacetime, time and space intertwine, 

Not so separate as they once were defined, 

They form one fabric, bent and curved by each mass, 
And with more gravity, slower time does pass. 


At the mountain top, gravity has less pull, 

So clocks there move faster, that is the rule. 
And down where the sea still clings to the shore, 
The clocks are slower, and we live a bit more. 
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A family named Wickles, they always made pickles, 
At the Wickles' Pickles Shop, for all to enjoy. 

They used red and green colors, and many others, 
To make dills, sweet or sour, for each girl or boy. 


But one sad winter, when the skies were not right, 
A pickle factory was built, not to their delight. 

Not able to bear costs at a new, lower price, 

They closed up their shop, by accountant's advice. 


But this family named Wickles, they did love their pickles. 
So soon they found work in the factory there. 

Though factory pickles had but one shape and color, 

They soaked each cucumber with their usual care. 


But the dream of their own pickling craft did not fade, 
So from Wickles' own garden, they plied their old trade. 
Although for this effort they would never be paid, 

They shared with their neighbors the pickles they made. 
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In the old land of Norway, tales were oft’ told, 
Of battles between pagans and Christians so bold. 
Waged fiercely, with red blood and brightest steel, 
Each fought to the end, for their gods' appeal. 


Olav Haraldsson, known as king or pretender, 
Waged brutal war, sought foes' death or surrender, 
To force all Norway to submit to Rome's Cross, 
And deal ancient gods their one final loss. 


On the other side, Eirik Hákonarson, 

Led mighty warriors as their tribal chieftain, 
Fought fiercely to protect the old faith, 
Against Christian Olav, that deadliest wraith. 


Into that battle, with both weapons and love, 
Angels and Valkyries came down from above, 
To join in the fight, by divine powers led, 
Tipping the scales, and raising the dead. 
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Frank Lloyd Wright, an architect so refined, 

His structures rose like poetry, a tribute to design. 
Mime, Fallingwater, Taliesin West, Robie House, and more, 
~~ Each edifice unique, a sight one can adore. 


IE L Wright's work was more than beauty, but real philosophy. 
Ke Designs were so organic, that houses merged with trees. 
Each building spoke of nature, joining sky and ground. 
In places where they hovered, inspired all around. 


But time is not so kind to these legacies so bright, 

Most have been forgotten, in our age of urban blight. 

We raise our towers to the sky, forget the Earth below. 

In a world grown more crowded, nature's beauty is in woe. 


But we can still learn from Wright, his passion and his zeal, 
To build structures that inspire, and urge our hearts to feel. 
Recovering his legacy, and the lessons that he taught, 

We can yet design with nature, for something better wrought. 
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In ages past a question was often posed, 

For which no answer could be disclosed, 
What came first, the egg or the bird, 

As thoughts and theories became so blurred. 


First chicken or egg, they did frequently ask, 
In utter confusion over this one simple task. 
For how could one exist, without the other, 
In a cycle that no one could ever discover? 


But in the vastness of time and space, 
Nature had already set the true pace, 

A bird, not quite a chicken, had laid a batch, 
And a chicken mutation, it later did hatch. 


No longer a question so hotly debated, 

But answered by science, or so indicated. 
As each new creature comes from another, 
A little bit different, like child and mother. 
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Deep within reaches of each human mind, 
Lives the intrinsic geometry of our own kind. 
All up and down must there appear, 

From left to right, from front to rear. 


Not some projection on a screen, 

But the cellular signals that make up our being. 
Each object, a thought, mapped to its place, 

To produce this lasting illusion of external space. 


As we gaze upon the world around, 

We marvel at the geometry that abounds, 
In every corner and every crease, 

A world of beauty that will never cease. 


But this world we see is really the same, 

As the world within, that is the claim. 

For what we perceive as a world outside, 
Lies deep in our mind, and must there abide. 
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Some people make the homes in which they live, 
To the art of design, more attention they give. 
Each choice of material, a unique selection. 

To build more than a house, but a true reflection. 


Not just a place where possessions are filed, 
But a canvas to let imagination run wild, 
With no constraints that might art prevent, 
And thus realize designs that one can invent. 


Giving more than comfort, but a sense of one's place, 
Planned so cares of the world might be erased. 

A place to live life on one's own terms, 

With unique expression, to allay all concerns. 


Like a fine garden that ages with grace, 

The personal home should be honored with praise, 
Maintained and adapted with a personal touch, 

A place to come home to, and that is so much. 
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In places where cosmic vapors coalesce, 

Great solar systems are born, 

Each with bright sun and its planets, no less, 

From the fabric of space, these new worlds are torn. 


But what is source of this cosmic debris, 

That made stars and planets, as we can now see? 
Out of the death throes of each ancient star, 
Great explosions sent fragments, hurtling afar. 


But in dying, some stars do more than explode, 
They form heavier elements as they first implode. 
Through stages of powerful nuclear fusion, 

Large atoms are formed, in cosmic profusion, 


Over eons these atoms journey through empty space, 
Until their gravity pulls them together in place. 

It's an endless cycle, but we should not be forlorn, 
For if old stars must die, then new ones are born. 
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A composer in Dublin wrote music for fiddles, 

When hungry he always cooked beer cakes on griddles. 
And if ever his piano played one sour note, 

He would scrap all the music that he had just wrote. 


Once he was asked to write a orchestral piece, 
For the debutante ball of a young lass, his niece. 
The music he wrote was fit, and not sour, 

But somehow it seemed far too dry for that hour. 


So he went to the kitchen, and turned up the griddle, 
After syrup was poured, began to play on his fiddle. 
And the sound that he made was so sweet and so right, 
It was surely the music that would all delight. 


At the debutante ball, there was no surprise, 

All reveled that night, and long past sunrise. 

For all danced with joy, as his music was played. 

And the wares of our debutante were finely displayed. 
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Amidst murky swamps and mucky bogs, 
The Woken walk through storm and fogs, 
A people blessed with power rare, 

To tread on water without a care. 


Legend has it that, quite long ago, 

The Woken lived in the marsh, you know. 
But one day, by a mystic's spell, 

They gained a gift no tongue could tell. 


For mystic saw the Woken's plight, 

As in the swamps, they faced a fight, 
With creatures fierce and poison fumes, 
The Woken needed magic boons. 


The spell imbued their feet with might, 
To walk on water, day or night, 

And ever since, the Woken thrive, 

On marshy land, they come alive. 
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Once again, spring comes our way. 

As sun grows warm, each longer day. 
A dawn to end cruel winter's night. 

As days grow new, with hope so bright. 


Spring wakens all the woodlands fair, 
As sweet scents fill the rain-blessed air. 
Arriving birds rest from their flight, 
And all the Earth is bathed in light. 


Trees stretch their branches high above, 
Reaching for their sun's true love. 

As leaves unfold their delicate hues, 

In shades of green, our sight imbued. 


Grassy rivers ebb and flow, 

As flowers rise, and breezes blow. 
For all things young, a vivid sight, 
And in those flowers, found delight. 
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Autumn brings a change in hue, 
As leaves fall gently, one by one, 
Nature's cycle, forever true, 
Another season's journey done. 


The colors shift from green to gold, 


As trees now shed their summer gloss, 


A symbol of a life grown old, 
Of memories, of both gain and loss. 


As each leaf falls to the ground, 
A moment from our past is lost, 
A fleeting memory, never found, 
A piece of time, forever crossed. 


As autumn comes, we're forced to see, 


The passing of another year, 
Our own mortality, it will be, 
A time that we all start to fear. 
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Emotions, like the skies above, 
Ever-changing, from sorrow to love, 
At times, they're tranquil and serene. 
At other times, so violent and mean. 


Just like the weather we must endure, 
Emotions can change like a raging cur, 
Yet still a force that can take control, 
And guide us towards our better goal. 


On peaceful days, the skies are blue, 

And our emotions, calm and true. 

But when storm clouds gather, in the sky, 
Emotions rage, and we can't hide. 


The winds of change, they blow so strong. 
All know their cries, or their bright songs. 
Then emotions rise, and we can't contain 
The rage, or the joy, that runs in our veins. 
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There once lived a she-elf named Tatykin, 

Who passed most of her days with her lady kin. 
In the forest they roamed, not far from home, 
For to not remain hidden was the greatest sin. 


But Tatykin longed for more than this life. 

She dreamt of adventure, of struggle and strife. 
So one day she left, without saying goodbye, 

To seek out a world that could make her heart fly. 


She wandered for months, through a dense and dark wood, 
And found herself lost, in that place misunderstood. 

She sought a way out, but all was in vain, 

Until she met a sad stranger, who spoke her own name. 


He was a fair prince from a faraway land, 

And she offered her help, to regain his command. 
His kingdom so freed, this prince took the throne, 
And Tatykin knew she had found a new home. 
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In the distant past, when the world was wild, 

We huddled around fires, every man, woman and child. 
Wolves roamed over this land, so strong and so free, 
And their howls echoed in the moon shadows of trees. 


Early people found that first wolf companion, 
With keenest of senses, it would not abandon. 
Here was a creature both wild and tame, 
And in its company, they found no shame. 


With wolves at their side, they braved the night, 
And after the hunt, they would share each bite. 
Together they'd roam, as one pack so strong, 

In each other's company, a journey lifelong. 


And so it is that, to this very day, 

We still live with wolves, and their canine way. 
For tho' their forms differ, we can still find, 

A wilder friend, often loyal and kind. 
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In the great southern ocean, in a sea filled with life, 
Live the bold Namakai, who banish all strife. 

Their bodies are one, with the sea's every whim, 

A rhythm so perfect, as they gracefully swim. 


Each day they float, in warm currents and waves, 
And they dive far below, to enter sea caves. 
Here they live hidden, and so seldom seen, 
For this reason we know them as mythical beings. 


One day, a wahine, with dreams in her heart, 
Went to the sea, with her soul set apart, 

She watched as the Namakai swam with such ease, 
Their spirits so free, just like the sea breeze. 


She asked them to teach her, the ways of the sea, 

And the Sea People smiled, with hearts full of glee, 
For they knew in their souls, this wahine would thrive, 
With the sea as her guide, she'd come out alive. 
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Once upon a time, in a land very strange, 

Lived a sorceress skilled in the art of shape-change. 
One day, she came upon a pack of she-wolves, 
Chasing wild deer, that fled on swift hooves. 


She watched as they ran with a grace so rare, 

And thought to herself, "What if they were fair"? 

So she waved her wand, and cast a spell so strong, 
That the she-wolves became women, lovely and long. 


The women now walked, on two legs instead. 

With skin soft as fur, and eyes that glowed red, 

Their hearts were still wild, and their spirits untamed, 
As they roamed through the forest, still unrestrained. 


But the sorceress had a wicked plan in her mind, 
For she knew that these women could be so unkind. 
So she whispered a curse, to haunt all men's dreams, 
And make them afraid of these women, it seems. 
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In cluttered corners and crowded halls, 
Collectors keep their precious hauls. 

They cannot part with what they've found, 
Their treasures strewn, and all around. 


From trinkets small to objects grand, 
They gather them with eager hands. 
Each piece a story, each item rare, 
Their hoards expand, with growing care. 


Some hoarders keep it under control, 
Their love of things just a simple goal. 
But others can't resist the call, 

To gather more, then more, then all. 


Their homes become a tangled mess, 

A chaos of having more, not less. 

But some donate to museums and more, 
So others can see what they adore. 


46 


Bold Astergoth, a warrior so strong, 

A winner of battles, celebrated in song, 
Swung a mighty sword, in blood and in gore, 
But he longed for peace, to fight no more. 


He dreamed of fields, of crops and farms, 
A life of labor, free from all harm, 

To build a home, with his own hand, 

A haven of love, a promised land. 


But his lord demanded his sword and shield, 
To fight once more, on the battlefield, 

For war raged on, and he was needed, 

To fight and to conquer, to be undefeated. 


Astergoth struggled, with duty and heart, 
To leave his lord, to make a fresh start, 

To break his oath, and face the shame, 

Or to fight once more, in blood and in pain. 
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In ancient Aegyptus, the jewelry art 

Was a thing of beauty, a work of the heart. 
Using stones that were both precious and rare, 
And crafting each piece with meticulous care. 


Lapis lazuli, of a deep blue hue, 

Symbolizing the heavens, like the sky so true, 
Adorned necklaces, bracelets, and treasured rings, 
Fit for the gods, and so fit for the kings. 


Malachite, a green stone so fine, 

For healing and protection, a magic divine, 
Intricately carved into amulets and beads, 
A talisman to ward off all negative deeds. 


Carnelian from India, a fiery red gem, 
Representing life, passion, and even mayhem. 
Set in gold and worn on the wrist, 

An amulet to match a lover's sweet kiss. 
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In the rolling hills of Tuscany fair, 

Lived a lovely Contessa, beyond compare. 

Her name, Berryessa, so fitting and fine, 

As she fed on sweet berries, and made berry wine. 


From raspberries red to blueberries blue, 

She ate them all fresh, and drank them all brewed, 
Strawberries, cherries, and peaches too, 

Every fruit she would eat, that was so true. 


But it wasn't just eating that was her true aim, 
For she had a talent, this much we can claim. 
She cultivated berries like never before, 

A story so fascinating, hear it, and more. 


She chose her best berries, then experimented, 
“Til a new berry dream was thus implemented, 
She created new versions, like a raspberry twist, 
Much bigger and juicier, and not to be missed. 
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In the land of deep slumber, I do ever wander 
In a landscape beyond the horizon, far yonder. 
I fly to imagined places, never foreseen, 

In a world where real is the same as a dream. 


Amidst my reverie, whole empires begotten, 
As our waking world is vanished, forgotten. 
There I strive to achieve all I must do, 

Not like a dream, but like something so true. 


In this vision, I enter strange lands of gold, 
With mountains so high and rivers so bold. 

I wander through castles, quite grand and old, 
Where stories of heroes and battles unfold. 


But as I awaken, my grand dream is dissolved. 
My dreamland is lost, my quests not resolved. 

All of my efforts and deeds were in vain, 

As I realize, but slowly, it was all just a game. 
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Beyond the veil, and our lives great or tragic, 
Dwells a world of mystery, of eternal magic. 
A realm of spirits, those beings of light, 

Who watch us so closely, both day and night. 


Their unearthly voices haunt us, as we go, 
Through life's uncertain ebb and flow. 
They speak to us, but in whispers low, 
Of things that we cannot see or know. 


They wish to return to those who still live, 
To walk among us, to take and to give. 

To feel the sun, the wind, and the rain, 

And to always be with us, in loss and in gain. 


But we cannot see them, with our mortal eyes, 
For they dwell far beyond our earthly disguise. 
Yet their presence lingers, within our soul, 
As a haunting reminder of our eternal goal. 


